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The Trage die of Othello 








THE TRACE DIE Of 

Othello, the Moore of Venice. 


diftlus Trim us. Serna 'Trim a. 



Enter Rodorigo ^and I ago. 

Rodorigo, 

Euer tell rne,( cake ic much vnkindly 
Th3tthou {Iago) who hall had mypurfe, 

As ify firings were thinCjfbould’ft know of this. 
/tf.But you! noc hearemc. Ifeucr I did dream 
Offuch amatter, abhoriemc. 

Rodo . Tlioutold'ft me. 

Thou did’ft hold him in thy hate# 

I ago, Defpifeme 

Ifldonot. Thice Great-ones of the Cittie, 
(Inpcrfonall fuitetomake mehis Licutenanr) 

Off-capt to mini and by the faith of man 
I know my price, I am worth no worfle a place. 

But he (aslouing his owne pride,and pnrpofcs) 

Euades therewith a bumbafi Circumftance, 

Horribly ftuflrt with Epithices of warre, 

Won-fuitcs my Mediators For cerces,faies he, 

I haue already chofe my Officer. And what Wa* he ? 
For-footh,a great Arithmatician, 

One Michaefi Caffio, a Tlorentine % 

(A Fellowalmoft dam?fdin a faire Wife) 

That neuer fet a Squadron in the Fieid, 

Nor the dctiifion of a Battaile knowes 

More then a Spinfter. Vnlcfle the JBookifh Thcoricke : 

Wherein the Tongued Conluls can propofe 

As Mafterly as he, Meere prade (without praeftife) 

Is all his Souldierfhip. But he(Sxr)had th*eIe<5lion$ 

And I ( of whom his eics had feene the proofc 
At Rhodes, at Ciprus.and on others grounds 
Chrificn d,and Heathen)mufi be be-Ieed,and calm'd 
By Debitor,and Creditor. "This Counter-carter, 

He (in good time) muft his Lieutenant be. 

And! (bletfe themarke)hisMoore(liips Aunticnt. 

Rod, By heauenj rather would hauc bin his hangman. 
/ago. Why,there's no remedie# 

Tis the curflcofSeruice; 

Preferment goes by Lettered affeSion, 

And noc by old gradation,where each fecond 
Stood Heire to’th’firft. Now Sir,beiudgeyour felfc, 
Whether I in any iuft termc am Affin'd 
Tolouc the Afocre? 

Rod. I would not follow him then# 

Iago. O Sir content you. 

I follow hiimto ferue my turne vpon him. 

We cannot all be Mafters,nor all Matters 


Cannot be truely follow’d. You (hallmark* 

Many a durious and knee-crooking knane* 

Tim (doting on his ownc obfequious bondage! 
Wcaresouthis time.much like-his Matters. Aflc 
For naughebut Proucnder, & when he's old C,rr ., 
Whip me fuch honeft knaiies. Others there ate ^ 
Who tryrn’d in Formes,3nd vifage* ©f Dutic 
Keepe yet their hearts attending « n themfriuei 
And throwing but (Bowes of Scruicc on their Lord. 
Doe well thriue by them. 

And when they haue lin’d their Coates 
Doe them fellies Homage. 

Thcle Fellowes haue lomc foule. 

And Inch a one do I profett’emy felfc. For (Sir) 

It is as fure as you are Rodorigo , 

Were J die Moore,! would not bc /a ?,7 ; 

In following him,! follow but my fcTfe. 

Hcauen is my Iudge.not 1 for lone and dutie, 

But fet ruing fo, for my peculiar end ; 

For when my outward A-Sion doth demonftrat* 

The natiuc aett, and figure of my heart 
In Complement externe, ’tis not long after 
But I will wcaremy heart vpon my fteeue 
For Dawes topeckeat; I am not what 1 am. 

Rod. What a fall Fortune do’s the Thicks-lipsowe 
If he can carry’t thus ? 

I Ago, Call vp her Father: 

Rowlehim/nake after him.poyfon his delight, 
Proclaimc him in the Streets. Incenfeherkiuiinen, 
And though he in a fertile Cly mate dwell, 

Plague him with Fliesithough that his loy beloy, 

Yet throw iuch chances of vexation on’c. 

As it may loofe fomc colour. 

Rodo. Heere is her Fathers houfe,Ile call aloud, 
l*go. Doc,with like timerousaccent.anrldireyell. 
As when (by Night and Negligence) thcFire 
IsfpiedinpopulusCitties. 

Rodo. What hoa : 'Eraba»tio^S'\g\nQX Brabauiio,\\oi. 
Iago. Awakeiwhat hoa {Brahmin :Theeues,Theeues. 
Looke toyour houfe,your daughter,andyour Bags 
TheeueSjT hteues, 

Bra. ylboHc. What is the reafon of this terrible 
Summons ? What is the matter there ? 

Rodo. Signior is all your Familie within ? 

Iago. Are your Doores lock’d ? 

Bra. Why? Wherelore ask you this ? 

Iago. Sir,y’are rob’d,for ttiamc put on your Gowne 

Youi 


the sS\Toore ojVenice. 




Your heart is burft, you haue loft halfc your foule 
j: llC n now>nov?j veryjnow,an old blackc Ram 
Js tuppi°gy our ^hiceEwe. Arife,arife, 

^vvake die fnorcing Ckcizens with the Beil, 
q c clfe the deuill will make a Grand^firc of you. 

Arifclfry* 

Tra* What^aucyouloftyour wirs ? 

Rod, Moft reueren.d Sigaior^oyou know my voice? 

Bra. Not I: what are you? 

Rod* My name is Rcdotsgo. 

gra. The worffer welcome : 

I haue charged dice no.c to haunt about my doores: 

In honeft plaincneffc thou haft heard me lay, 

My Daughters nor for thee. And now inmadnefle 
fgeing full ofSupper,ai>d dirtenrpring draughtes) 

Vpon malicious knauei:c,do(i thou come 
foftarc my quiet. 

Rod . Sir,Sir,Sir. 

But thou muft needs be fure, 

My fpirits and my place hauc in their power 
fo make this bitter to thee. 

‘Rodo, Patience good Sir. 

*gra. What tell*ft thou me of Robbing ? 

This is Venice: my houfe is not a Grange. 

Rodo. Moft gvzue Trtihan/ia, 

In Ample and pure foule, \ come co you. 

la. Sir :you are one of thofe that will not ferue God, 
if the deuill bid you# Becaufc wc come to do you feruice, 
and you thinke wc arc Ruffians,yqu’ie haue your Daugh¬ 
ter coucrM with a Barbarv horfc, you’ie hauc your Ne- 
pfiewes neigh to you, you 1c hauc Courfers for Cozens: 
and Genncts for Germaines. 

What prophane wretch art thou? 

U . I am oneSir,that comes to tell you,your Daugh¬ 
ter and the Moore,are making the Bcaft wick two backs* 

Bra. Thou art a Villaine. 

Iago. You arc a Senator. 

Bra . This thou (halt anfwere. I know thee Rodorigo. 

Rod. Sir, I will anfwere any thing. But I befcech you 
If t be your pleaiure, and moft wife content, 

(As partly I find it is) that your faire Daughter, 

At this odde Euen and dull watch o’th’night 
Tranfported with no worfc nor better guard. 

But with a knaue ofcommon hire.a Gnndelier, 

To the grofle clafpes of a Lafciuious Moore: 

If this be knowne to you,and your Allowance, 

We then haue done you bold,and faucic wrongs. 

But ifyou know noc this,my Manners tell me, 

Wc haue your wrong rebuke. Do not bclccue 
That from the fence ofall Ciuilicie, 

I thus would play and trifle with your Reuerence. 

Your Daughter (ifyou hauc no: giuen Ucr leaue) 

I fay againe,hath made a grofle rcuolr. 

Tying her DuzicJieautiCjWit^nd Fortunes 
In an excrauaganc,and wheeling Stranger, 

Of here,and euery where: flraight fatisfi* your felfc. 

If file be in her Chamber,or your houfe, 

Let loofe cn me the Iuftice of the State 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the Tinder,hoa: 

Giue me a Taper: call vp all my people, 

This Accident is not vnlike my dreame, 

Beleefeofit oppreflesme alreadie. 

Light, I fayjight. 

lag. Farewell: for I muft leaue yom 
It feemes not meece,nor wholcfome to my place 





To be produced, (as if I ftay, I .(hall,) 

Againft the Moore. For I do know the State, 

(How euer this may gall him with fome checkc) 

Cannot with fafctic caft.him. For he's embark'd 
With fuch loud rcafon co the Cyprus Warres, 

(Which cucn now (lands in A£l)tiiat for their foules 
Another ofhis Fadomc,they hauc none. 

To lead their Bufincfle. In which regard^ 

Though I do hate him as I do hell apines, 

Yet,for neceflicie ofprefent life, 

I muft fliow out a Flag,and figne of Loue, 

(Winch is indeed but (igne)that you flaal iurely find him 
Lead to the Sagicary the railed Search: 

Andchcre will i be with him. So farewell# Exit* 

Enter r Brabantio } \vitb Servants and Torches . 

2V,i, ]t is too truean cuill. Goncflacis, 

And what’s to come of my defpiled time. 

Is naught but bitternefle. Now Rodorige , 

Where :iidft thou fee her ? (Oh vnhappie Girle) 

With the Moore faift thou? (Who would be a Father ?) 
How didft thou know *twas (he? (Oh fi^e deceaues me 
Pail thought:) what faid (he to you ? Gc t moe Tapers: 
Raifcallmy Kindred. Arc they married thinkeyou? 
Rodo. Trudy I thinke they are. 

SBra. Oh Hcauen: how got fhc out ? 

Oh treafon of the blood. 

Fathers,from hence cruft not your Daughters minds 
By what you fee them a£l. Is there not Charmcs, 

By which the propertie of Youth^and Maidhood 
May be abus’d ? Haue you not read Rodorigo , 

Of feme fuch thing ? • 

Rod. Yes Sir: 1 hauc indeed. 

2 ra. Call vp my Brother: oh would you had had her. 
Some one way,fomc another. Doe you know 
Where we may apprehend her,and the Moore ? 

Rod. 1 thinke I can difeouer him,ifyou pleafe 
To get good Guard,and go along with me. 

Bra. Pray you lead on. Ac euery houfe He call, 

(I tnay command at moft)get Weapons (hoa) 

And raife fome fpeciall Officers of might; 

On good Rodorigo(l will deferue your paines. Exeunt 






Scena Secunda. 


E»ur Oikedo,Iago } j4ttendatits t with Torches. 

la. Though in the trade of Warre I haue flaine men. 
Yet do I hold it very ftuffe o’lh’confcience 
Todonocontriu’d Murder: Ilackelniquitie 
S ometime to do me feruice. Nine,or ten times 
I had thought t’haue yetk’d him here vndet the Ribbcs, 
Othello. ’Tis better as it is, 
lago. Nay but he prated. 

And ipoke fuch feuruy, and prouokiog termes 
Againft your Honor.that with the little godlincflc I hauc 
I did full hard forbeare him. But I pray you Sir, 

Are you faft married ? Be aflur’d of this. 

That the Magnifico is much bcloud. 

And hath in his cffe& a voice potentiall 
As double as the Dukes: He will diuorce you. 

Or put vpon y ou,what reftraint or grecuance. 
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